Insofar as it is a project and not merely a random venture, however professionally and personally rewarding and expertly executed, journal work is characterized by the activation and embodiment of an ethos. The essence of this ethos, I believe, is a reflexive spirit of intellectual receptivity and generosity that animates and motivates the collective commitment to the progressive enlargement of the overlapping circles of those-contributors, readers, interlocutors-who recognize themselves as being part of an ongoing moral, political, and cultural conversation. Thought about in this way, journal work is not only not an arbitrary undertaking, and it is certainly not simply the practice of putting competent scholarly articles into print (though that is avowedly its formal function); rather, it is distinctive for being an intellectual undertaking that is pursued with a certain horizon in mind, namely, the collective constitution of an imagined moral-intellectual community. I think of receptivity and generosity as being, separately and together, the moving spirits of the pursuit of this community because what journal work entails, above all, is less the ability to identify excellence, as such, than the cultivation of a capacity for attunement to the work of others, and a responsive ability to shelter and enable perspectives on common and uncommon themes that do not necessarily align with, indeed, that sometimes willfully diverge from, one's own.
1 And after these many years, Small Axe still strikes me in exactly that way: a repeating surprise, a recurring miracle. the models I had before me, and they styled themselves as expressions of "movements"), I
was at that early point literally feeling my way from one issue of the journal to the next. And from the haphazard and chaotic inside of each of these issues, encountering and resolving their specific challenges, it was impossible to discern what they would add up to-whether the shape of something more than the sum of all the issues put together would emerge from within what we were anyway carrying on with.
One way of describing what happened, I think, is that along the way Small Axe became a project. Now, in my view, a project is only a project by virtue of the fact that it is projected; and it is projected, as can only be the case with projects, from the inside out toward a horizon. This
is the direction of the vector of a project. A project, I mean to say, can't be driven, let alone sustained, from a place outside itself (a place like a professional organization); to the contrary, it is always driven and sustained from an internally generative source of values and preoccupations. Thus, a project is responsive first and foremost to itself, to its own evolving vision, its own idiosyncrasies, its own forms of discontent and irritation. The authenticity of a project, I believe, its singularity as the expression of a moral-intellectual ideal, depends almost entirely on the integrity of this inside, the sense of purpose and vocation it articulates and professes. This is partly why projects are always works in progress. They are never finished, never fully formed. we are animated by the priority of the problem-space of questions, we draw away as much as possible from the conceit that we already know the best paths to pursue. Openness here is not sentimentality; it is a moral and cognitive imperative. To grow out from within, from where we anyway find ourselves, entails a critical attitude (to sustain the judgments we make), but it entails a listening one as well (that encourages receptivity to new kinds of work, new kinds of voices).
What we value are the dialogical pleasures of thinking-with-others. In this sense, a submission received is always a welcome invitation to reflect on someone else's work in the context of the horizon of our project. The concern is not only whether the work has scholarly qualities but whether it poses a question to us about who and what we are as a project, one that potentially clarifies and widens the self-consciousness of what it means to engage in the work we do.
For making this leg of the journey with me possible I would like to thank all those who have worked with us, in any capacity. You know who you are. And you also know, without my having to say, how invaluable your contributions have been. Small Axe is a function of a collective purpose and endeavor. We are all implicated. The challenges over the next twenty years will be as many, undoubtedly, as those of the past. They will oblige us to ask ourselves unsettling questions about what we think we're about; what, in effect, the project is. To these contingencies there will be no ready-made responses. But what perhaps is certain is that we cannot imagine being able to meet these challenges in any worthwhile measure unless we continue to strive to bring to them that ethos of receptivity and generosity that has so seasoned our purposes to this point; unless, that is, we remain open to learning how to learn from our interlocutors (sympathetic or not) about what we thought we already knew about ourselves and the journal work we've undertaken. To my mind, this posture of a reflexive and responsive intellectual openness, by no means a seamlessly easy one to stimulate or maintain, is the single most important ingredient in the progressive widening of the overlapping circles of those who might be encouraged to recognize themselves as participants in the community we call Small Axe.
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